Despair 

The daylight illumines 

What doesn’t dawn on you 

Upon waking up 

To the usual view 

Of forgotten children 

Strewn along the streets, 

Among rubble of human rights, 

Who fight to cling on tight, 

For warmth 

Through the cold night, 

To the rotting corpse of that anarchist 
You reek of 

After strangling him with your cowardice — 
Such a piteous price 

For passing refuge in 


The life of a conformist. 


Nameless 

I’m read, 

But not comprehended. 

You cast aside 

My longing for your presence, 
Laughing, 

Like a piece of esoteric art 


Intended to “change the world” 


Surviving on indifference. 

With your revolution against 

The reactionary authority’s savagery, 
A pseudonym without a face, 

| remain shackled to the device 
Powered by modern slavery. 

Your words exploring the many phases of your existence, 
Eclipse my desolation, 

Until your nonchalance about mortality 
Is revealed in a sentence. 

You claim of having nothing to lose, 
Reducing my caring fervour to 

A devout pastor 

Who preaches “God’s love” 

And His awareness 

Of our individual hair count 

To sick children 

Losing their locks to chemo, 

And people on death-row. 

Yet alll ask of you 

Is to carry life 

With all your resilience 

And cognitive strife, 

While our verbal exchange 

Lays me bare 


As an unknown cadaver 


Only for you to dissect 


And explore your own core. 


Starvation 

The starving are compelled 

To exhibit stoicism towards 

Those of us eating food 

And towards those who throw it away for good 
Or turn it into inedible art. 

Deprived of a staple food grain, 

The malnourished must stay alive and sane 
Enough to nourish 

The reporter, 

The missionary, 

The politician, 

The capitalist, 

And the amateur vlogger— 

All racing against each other and death, 
Like a pack of greyhounds, 

Lured by the live bait 

Of skeletal remains with breath. 

For the powers that be, 

There is no better aphrodisiac than the famished and diseased bodies 
Fuelling their self-love 

And lust for a deformed 


Economy 


That occasionally chooses its spawns from 
Among the unfed 

And dejected. 

And it is all the purpose 

Of an unquestioning, 


Starving existence. 


Applied Communism 

A clay bust of Lenin sits beside a silver idol of some deity, 
Both worshipped, garlanded, and covered in smoke of the evening’s burnt incense — 
An unbroken ritual of serenity, 

Now practiced 

In acommunist household 

To disregard the rebel 

Fighting for her voice 

Against the emulation 

Of dominated womanhood, 

Against the first golden rule of Guerrilla Warfare, 

To not engage ina fight that can’t be won, 

Always echoed by her father, 

To disquiet her penchant for liberty 

That must be traded for her safety 

In being a real-life traditionalist 

And an online feminist activist. 

For her share of the glorified fate 


Of every able-bodied woman, 


Who has evaded an existence 

By the holy river 

Or anywhere else under the sun 

As a decomposed foetus wrapped in a sheet of newspaper 
Or as rape culture’s deceased prey the superstitious pray to, 
The father counts his prized possessions, 

Including the few valuable furniture 

Save the aging mother, 

And even the silver idol of some deity — All bound to be sold. 
Realising it is still not enough 

To prevent a dowry death, 

The broke leftist only wishes 


Lenin was made of gold. 


Revolt! 

Poetry is abused 

When a poem, 

Adorned with stories of injustice, 
Stems from inaction 

Against Capitalism-induced agonies 
That only plead for a revolution 

On our invaded soil. 

The brown man with a beard, 
Labelled a terrifying Muslim, 
Attacked for drinking water at a temple, 


Gets a personalised poem 


Penned down in an act of guilt 

By a quiet witness of 

The spectacle of prejudice. 

The drugged bony adolescent with a protruding belly, 
Sold off into a life of beggary, 

A face of a corporate campaign against teenage pregnancy, 
Is looked at closely 

Only to be dedicated a few verses 

On her undiagnosed ascites 

In a ballad about the lives of children 

Trapped by our unspoken 

Fear of the regime. 

At times an audacious endeavour 

To surpass the resilience 

In time’s call for a change 

Through violent resistance, 

Such vicarious laments 

Are no better than 

The chirps of ferrets 

And cacophony of birds 


At the unexpected sound of bullets. 


Sewing for tomorrow 
To the clatter of sewing machines, 
At a garment factory in Bangladesh, 


Brew his musings on freedom 


That he has heard of 

From his cyber acquaintance — 

An American army veteran 

Who sings, for PayPal donations, 

Of his days in Afghanistan, 

And its America-sponsored civic empowerment 
Before the Taliban took over again. 

“Freedom lies in Congo’s healing forum theatre 
And in Sudanese songs of rebellion,” 

Says his other acquaintance, an American millionaire 
Who reveals his envy of 

Their aroused survival instinct, 

Sheltering them from a life, 

Like his, 

With its meaning gone extinct 

Despite the expensive 

Parties, 

Rock concerts, 

And cruise trips — 

Ideas of the 

American Dream 

Woven by the thoughtful clothier 

In tomorrow’s garments 

With threads of conservatism, 

Seized from the textile artisan 


On the verge of erasure. 


Carefully sewed knockoffs of 
Freedom, 

That some frown upon, 

Are a big hit among those 
Fighting systemic oppression, 


Following the social influencers’ imparted education. 


Civic Volunteer 

Who says being employed 

By the government is difficult? 

| met an unofficial employee today, 

In this state of tumult. 

His job, he said, 

Was to write suicide notes 

For the honest and undaunted, 

Murdered by the authorities 

Out of fear. 

He was named a Civic Volunteer. 

To secure this position, 

He went on to reveal, 

He only had to be himself, 

Often relishing ina McDonald’s Happy Meal, 
Like most people in any neoliberal nation, 
Typing moving blog entries 

To help raise funds for medicines and ration 


Of our global hegemon’s dying victims 


In war-torn countries, 

And questioning why 

Politicians, on a killing spree, 

Can’t just try 

To give up 

Their natural resource—driven rivalry. 
But penning suicide notes, 

To smoothen proceedings at courts, 
Involves imitating the writing habits 

Of the murdered scapegoats — 
Something he had yet to do with ease 
As, he shyly confessed, 

His degree in Clinical Psychology was purchased. 
But he couldn’t tell me anymore 

Than what we all already knew before 
For he had a new suicide note to scribe 
On behalf of a mysteriously dead 
Public servant 


Who refused a minister’s bribe. 


Ode to the working class 

You ask me 

To compose poetry 

Praising the working class. 

You must not have heard their labour idealized 


In free verses of megalomaniacs 


Desperate to please the voting mass! 
How can I find words to 

Stroke a worker’s weathered hands 
Or give that hardened heart a caress 
As gently as the promising strands 
Devoted to the labour force 


In an election address? 


Mourning nature’s fleeting delights 

That never meet 

The hard workers’ sights 

As they toil away their lives 

Dictated by the elite, 

I saw Freedom being captured in discreet, 


Shedding tears for a photo in an NGO’s press release. 


| could write a passage 

On debt-ridden farmers 

Committing suicide, 

The unpaid last-mile deliverers’ 

Activism monetized, 

And how the construction workers’ ceaseless hammerings 
Are heartbeats of a nation’s economy 


That define our standings. 


But, if you wait a little more, 

Stirring words of gratitude 

For the working women and men — 
That you have longed to hear - 

Will rhyme and flow in perfect rhythm 
From the tender lips of the world’s first trillionaire, 
Aiming to inspire 

The unnoticed workers 

And their children 

To see the affluent 

As regenerative cells 

That are only trying to sustain 


Their dying human shells. 


Autumnal spring 

Autumn’s composed breeze 
Is dispersing seeds 

Of dandelions, far and near — 
A ritual of every year, 

But for the birdsong, 

Sacred to spring, 

That | suddenly hear 

Slowly turning into an uproar 
So unforgiving. 


lam pining 


For refuge 

In the arriving dead of winter 

Before the dandelions unusually sprout 
With its dreaded vigour 

Because your evolving absence, 

Once conceived as love, 

Now only clings to my essence, 


Like an infant to its mother. 


War is over! 

“War is over!” 

An old poet began to sweat 

Upon reading the news update. 

And when the public outpouring of cheers 
Reached his ears, 

He became inconsolable, 
Lamenting his unfinished series 

Of wartime poems 

That fiercely criticize the monopolies 
And the leader of his state, 

Who, he had wrongfully predicted, 
Would only prolong the war 


With its immediate neighbour. 


Restless and panic-stricken, 


The wailing poet awoke in his den 


To the comforting reality of war continuing 
Because truce talks have lost all meaning. 
The distant sounds of bombings 

And the cries of terrified children 

Relieved him of the strain 


Of suddenly becoming irrelevant. 


Sipping a can of branded anti-apartheid drink, 
He scrolled up and down 

His social media page 

Satisfied with how people, 

He can’t tell apart, engage 

With his political protest art 

Using emojis like a thumbs up, smile, and heart, 
That he has to compete diligently for 

With other intellectuals like him, 

The creators of brain-rot, 

And the victims of war 

In Palestine, Lebanon, Ukraine, and every other imperialism-ravaged country — 


All subjects of his meaningful poetry. 


| stood by a cliff 


| stood by a cliff, 


Staring into the abyss 


Where | had dropped my asset, 


That cold morning. 

Suddenly | heard footsteps 

Approach me, 

Running. 

“Don’t do this!” 

Said a mature voice. 

Whose was it? 

| had no desire to turn around and see. 
But the voice went on, 

“You’re too worthy! 

Being a person with nothing to lose, 

Why don’t you rid us of a communist or two? 
Put your life to some use! 

Even the removal of a separatist will do!” 
Just when | began to worry 

That the voice was too familiar 

For | had heard it on the internet, radio, and TV, 
Shouted another, 

“Well, if you don’t want to be a martyr, 
You should consider 

Claiming responsibility 

For a few acts of corruption, 

To save the kin of a prominent politician. 
Why not help out this poor policeman?” 
“And don’t forget your civic duty 


1”? 


Of supporting the medical industry!” exclaimed a third one. 


“The answer to what’s bothering you 

Lies in psychiatry. 

Just make an appointment with me. 

The first round of experimental drugs on trial will be free!” 
“Please leave me alone,” | said to all, politely. 

“Well, if you don’t want to feel like you’re a part of the society, 
Or a group of people who protect each other and strive for unity, 
Why don’t you just join our Communist Party? 

You will have nothing to regret!” said the next one. 

And all! did was stand by a cliff, 

Staring into the abyss, 


Only to find the asset. 
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